The Glorious and Living 


CINQVE-PORTS 


of our fortunare Ifland 
Thrice happy in the Perſons of 


HIS SACRED MAFESTIE. 


The Ilvftrious and PuiſſantP RINcCE 
His Royall Highneſle 


FAMES Duke f Yor xs. 
Thetwo Victorious and Loyall Generals, 


their United Excsrtenciss, 


PRINCE RUPERT, 


AND 


GEORGE Duke of ALBERMARLE, 
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in this Signal V 1c Tory, 


To whom the Author humbly preſents this 
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Dare 56H (vermine Antimonarchicall) 


To the Kins's moſt Excellent Majeſty. 


L, "A in the Royall Oake ? let « 
SS /iillbe, 


oth” Sea, 


Croke Pannick Thunder,or tofſe Mimmick ball 
eApainſithe Tree that's ſacredunto love? 
Which do's fear Him,not Thunder from above 
Nor yours below fart Cyclops, ſlaves to fire, 
Mctna, and ſcorch'd Veſuvius be your hire, 
Deluded Wigeons, mere decoys, no more 
Your fauſen proud + Achitophell, adore *D* wi 
A2 T hat 


C2) 
T hat water Oracle; Otters lift up 
Your uply ſnouts before your farewell Cupp: 
Here i Elap-Dragon ſent you from the Main, 
And Brandy ſponted from the Soveraign, 
Inſulting Froggs ſtand off, for the Huge Thing 
You took to be a logg, it proves a Ring: 
Amands you from her preſence, which does ſend 
You quick, unto Proſerpina's grimm Friend, 


'But huſb, not one word more, no farther on, 

Be mute and hear the Canto of S$' lohn : 
Bedamb you tinckhling Rhimes,poor petite things 
When ſuch a Poet writes, and the King ſings. 
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To his Royal Highneſie I AM E S Duke of 
Yors, Lord high Admiral of England. 


1H fora Veine, a Fancie, Head, or Quill, 
BEI Like his that whilom wrote of ( ooper”s 
( Hill! 


is, whocoloursraught 
| To _— paint t'engage, & skirmiſh-brought, 
Yer not that Pen ot his, Oh aſad work! - | 
Which lately Panegyrcke our & Engliſh TR Ko 
| Great S1 &, our Oxfard(near'ts Otmiore Geele, 
And Y/olvercott) afford us nogc of theſe, * 
| Such asthey are, your Highneſſe they ſhall ſhew, 
And ſet Tour Worth forth roche publick view. 
Let Opdam (peak, that now with Neptune dwels, 
Condema'd co Sword-fiſh in his warry Cells, 
| Fordaring to attaque Your Roall Ship, 
| Wich his unequal and confounded skipp: 
A3 See 


(4) 
See where he flew in Sulphurous aromes, ſent 

To th' Prince of Flames, tor his moſt bold attempt: 
Yet he did boaſt (audacious Wretch!) to fink | 
The Admiral, but paid for it I think. 

Princes muſt die (as puniſht in firſt age) 

Not in their proper Perſons, but by Page: 

Falmouth was thy obliged Proxie, dyes 

For Royal Tork, a ſurety ſacrifice: 

O Noble Viddow! weep not for that Head, 
Which lies for ever in Dame Honours bed; 

The Arme-full chat you want, fair Thetis laies 

In her own Lap, and Tritons work his Bayes. | 
But M 1nGs with ſwift Revenge did ſell his life 

At ſuch a rate, as gratifyd a fe. 

So home we came with Captivd He/land Fleet, 
And Jams Batavicus we loudly greet: 

So may we ſhout! let thy great Spirit be 

Our Genius, Guardian, and Vittory. 
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Tothe moſt equally High and Valiant Prince 


RuryERT, and the Duke of ALBEBRMARLE, 
the Incorporate Generals of the Engliſh Navy. 


SY ſhine our Caſtor, and our Pollux Rayes, 

Which ſcatter Vid'ries,& Triumphant Bayes. 

Brave ominous Conjunttion/ that portends. -;, 

Morethan Albamazers can tell, or fgeads:..., |i-/ ; 

The Epbemerides is drunk, welaugh . oy | 
To ſec your Height above che FacobeRoffe ; |, », © 
Look up, and view io tale oth, Waine of Charles, 
Two new-found Lights, Spares and Albemarle,” ” 
| Did ever Fortune before lofle of Eyes 

More juſtly cemper theſe great Deities 

| Vatoa ponds valiant? a rare rate, 

Of which Phyſitians do but fondly prate. 

That Valour and Succeſle, which on Edg-hil/ 
Enter'd the Camp, doth relt upon Thee (till, 


(6) 
It is the ſame wich Thee (Nephew of Xings) 
To baftle $quadrong, as thou once didſt Wings: 
Monx W's Powder doth ſublime thoſe loggs » 
Of fleſh, the Dutch, and makes them flying boggs. 
anburcre: W here's Net omaierek"doge? my Deareſt * Trever | 
119 he Scylle, and all her dogs wait on him ever, 
| Pr. Andin his watry Cabin the doghies, | 
And like the Dog+ſtor, burns their Skips and Hoyes, 
| The Ships are Bone-fires to themſelves, rhar light 
| Saves them the charge of Beacons in the Night, 
You Raſcals, ſteal no more our Engliſh coals, . 
Leſtyour whole Navie burns in Creeks and Holes: | 
[ Remember how you rob the Seas, We can 
Call our ſelves index of the Ocean, 
| Your Sea-rapes, and Ambayma's murders ſtand | | 
| Thedire account of your perfidious land, vi} 
Soonthe foot you oWweour Admirall, 2.* IC 
| Your thorough Ruine, then 'tis All- ro mall. C 
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. | Upon the villoriow Sea Captaines, Gene- 
". ralsof Squadrons, VVonders in Fire 
and VV ater, Flag' Officers 
that never foo'd 


FRE Hat Lizhts arc theſe create us anew day 
CRIEER Shine like thoſe ſtars in Via LaFtea? 
. ol Streamers and Flaggs of Honour, like 
= the taile | 
'Of Comets ſhooting fate where they look pale. 
Oar Netherlands have found their influence, 
And now that they're Low-(ountries have a ſence: 
You beaſts o'th people humbly bring your gek, 
And fave your Dorps, let no more blood be fpilt. 
11 Fire hath no mercy,your Tar-pawlin jowles 


Will fry like raſhers on New-ca#tle coales, p 
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(8): 
S* Robert's a Promethew,jit he plcaſes, 

He} make a-Tzopot your ſeven Provinces. | 
Yeeld,or bealhes, fir A aght givEup' i, : 
Befoteyou are calcin'd into Gamorrab's ,” - | 
Andthon Grand Beaufort, thathaſt made A Fe, 
To (ee che(e fires;ſhalt be a Pile of Bal: 

Poot Undercakets: and forlorne in hope, 
When Fleers do yeeld tw Fanfan and a Stvope, 
The French ck from the hillsovh Maine; 
(As oncefrom land) may cene go back again : 
And if you watn a driver in'the rear, 

| $* Robert make our Valiant Gardiner, 

| He, and our Oxford Fanes ſhall give 'um knocks, 
And pepper um, He warrant,co their Pox, 
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To the Valtant,Vioorgue, Loyal, and Succeſ.; 
ful Sou. DIERs inthe Ryal N avy, 
Red-coats, Whice-coats,Cratberg,wherewith the | 
GENERALS take Dautcb-men, ang, Ships, as they 
take Whiting, Haddock, and Mackarel 
with pieces of Cloth, 


Fg os bareplaid, brave Blades, your 
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Do fling our Caps, likeyou, to.th' sKie. 


Which you Out-yapor re "80 ih Ba, 
piles of, /o0d, lcd 24glh 
which is 4s good, = 
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(10) 
4nd Towns, for the 
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ter, Y 
Who did ſo bang, and chwack, and champ \, - i 
You borh, you cantrell whichis Tramp: | 
Nay'tis ſoft whiſperd, that De-Witte 

Is ſtept aſide, char lefuir, 

And proud and policick Machevael, 

To ke ſome hempen Cordial, 

He might have ſtaid at home, che people 
Would fain havetruls'd him inthe Steeple, 
Fot he deceiv'd them with his lies, 

Flying reports, for which he flies: 

De-wit's out-wirted, for he thought 

That Albemarle would nere have fought, 
And Rapert both, in one rallgood 

Ship, bur in ſeveral Squadrons ſtood, 

Nor ever did they dream, Sr. Robert 

Should havethe plundring of their Cupbord, 
For all the frokens, and the froes, 

Moft Brawny Wenches fat as Does, 

Docurſe him day and night, for they 

Make houſes clean, we clean away: 
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(1 ) 
Oh ſlave, (ſaics Miftris Yandermeſt} 
F'me burnt even quite below the Waſt: 
& Holland was never in ſuch plight, 
& T hey thought ir Goſhen, *rwas (o light. 
F Mourning there is, for cuts and ſlaſhes, 
Yetnotin ſack, norcloth, but aſhes, 
For thoſe S' Roberts men of Cockets 
Put upin Belly, and in pockets. 


I think, poor Hogen Mogen Ninnies, 
That Holmes has paid you for your Guinyes, 
And for his pole oth' pate; for Schelling 
Can tell how divelſhly he fell in, 

nd made a Bone-fire of a Dorpe that day, 
y which his Souldiers ran away, 


Twas better ſo, then longer Ray. 


